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IN poetical mood, my dear mother, again 


My poor Muſe begs permiſſion to ſend you a ſtrain. 
= 1 * r . , 9 1 
It is honor, dear honor, I know you intend me, 
For what elſe could induce you to Cambridge to ſend me? 


As tis Cambridge alone where all perſons of ſpirit 


May obtain a reward that will equal their merit: 

Here are places for all—here are Cars hid Proctors, 
Moderators, Profeſſors, and Muſical Doors, 
Vicechancellor, Stewards, 'Squire Bedels with maces, 


"Likewiſe Maſters, Vicemaſters, and many more places;. 
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Then beſides, for thoſe men who have not ſuch large parts, | 
Here's B. D. or B. M. or a Maſter of Arts. 
Some of theſe are for honor and others for profit, 
Here's an Orator too but Ithink nothing of itz + 
No, no, my dear mother, the place that I fiſh for, 


And what of all things I moſt heartily wiſh for, 


Is a Laureat, who ſings on the birth-days of Kings, 
And each New: year day a freſh offering brings _ 

To the ſoot of the throne.—But pray why this digreſlion ? 
'Tis, like — diſcourſe?, to diſplay. my profeſion; 
For the ſubjefton which intended to wiite - 

Is as different far, aye, as black is from white ! 2 


As I meant to relate how refreſhing the air, 


How polite, hoy enchanting the charms of Fot - Fair | 
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| A certain Profeſſor was remarkable for making uſe of fimilies from plants, flowers, &c. 
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i When we'd ſiniſh d our tea, ſays Miſh Flexx, O dear, 
Ma am, I bops e [hall all take a walk to the Fair, 

For it's Nidlummer-day--all the world will be there!“ 
Then the ladies got ready. but made ſuch a rout. 
About who ſhould go firſt, and who laſt ſhould come out: 


* Ma'am, I beg youll excuſe me—-Miſs CACKLE, now do l“ 
* OI can't for the od i- pray Miſs FonNAL do you 
Ma em youre very polite, but I cannot intrude 
Then, ſays I, my dear ladies, ndw don't think me rude, 
And 1 firſt will go out, for if youre ſo polit e 
Ere we get to the Fair will be Midfiimmer night. 

$01 hurried them out and ve eroſt or che Piece. 

Were we wet with the briſk widow Wase and her nieces. 
When we got to the Fair, ar dee aged — dle pots, 
And laugh d at the people ſtuck- up in their cots; - 
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Then we traverꝭ d che mall, where a heap of gay folks 
Were diſplaying their legs and were cracking their jokes, 


For the wind was ſo high that it blew all their hair out, 


And was ready their gowns and their aprons to Aœan out, 40d 


Mr. Chettoe and Mrs. had juſt craſt the water, 


The dowager Muſ. too was there with het daughter ders 
And the Lady DrANrUACHAsRE attended the Dean, 

Who had hurried from Battle to ſport on the green; 
Miſs Harriet Serocold Oh ho ſhe looks ;,- . 
Mrs. Parry, Miſs Thomas, Miſs Gooch and Miſs, Cooks, Rory 
The good Lady from Trinity, Mrs, Hodgſon, 5 

And old Madam RIOTEDUNT ur with her godſon. 

Miſs Newling, Miſs Eſſex, Miſs Coryjand mother, 
Miſs Forlow, Miſs Tunnel. Miſs Selmen and brother; . ,, 


Madam Oxton we. met too, but not at the Fair, 
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She had juſt left quadrille for a little freſh air ; 


There 
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There was Mortlock, and Francis, and Murkin and Burleigh, 


And the old maid Miſs Buxetz, whotook'd very ſurly : 

PREGOV BLA from Emanuel, young Doerr, G 

And Mr. Mak EGA IE, but not with his ſiſter; 

Mrs. BaAssrRHIEST, Miſs Wisnrok'r, old Poss! 81's daughter, 

The Miſs'Binkss Mifs Stniths, and the neat Mrs. SrAuchrzx; 

Mrs. WAchlETAII Har TEA the bone-ſetter's wife, 

With hundreds I ne er faw before an u life; 

Mifs Powel, Miſs Bletſoe, and Mrs. Fier 

« Pray what is the price of this old-faſhion'd diſh here ? 

„ My dear Mrs. Tarvy;you'te ſo puſh'd about, 

*« You vill not to-morrow! be ſit is Rir out.” 

© Have you 'purchas'd you're pbte, Ma'im?% What odd- 

. e cobbür'd beakers Pi—: Nebra 

For a total repeal, Sir, the principal ſpeakers 

weite Ambler and Bull Doctor G ooch, bow.d'ye do 

„ Mr. Lacs ND, your — thought ie wah youl ; 
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What a yaſt deal of epmpany “ 'Mazingly ſull- 5 
Mr. Burke ſaid hei more the commitmont gf h ul. 
* Oh Fortune befriend me, and give me the caps!“ 

Is Miſs Fu pe the rafflle ? don't know, perhaps 
She will try for the china Who got it laſt night?” T 
© Lady DEANPURCHASE won it. “! She's very polite— 
. * Do you think ſhe is handſome 5. She's valtly gentee!— 
Who are thoſe two in honnets ?'—" My dear Mrs. STEEL, | 
Have you ſeen Tiuux STRAIGHTFORWARD P Lord, what 

* a ſcrawl!“ 

© I hope Monday ſe'rnight you'll be at the Ball! 169! 

* Mr. Hatton preſides——Have you taken your chance Nur 
« Yes; and loſt it as boch A have juſi had a glance 
ec At the Lady DzanyURCHAsSE—lL cant think he's pretty * 
I long for to ſce her A hear that ſhe's witty 10 5 701 
So Miſs S—ge; Lhear, Maa, is going to he married: 
„Though I'd your commendati ons you ſee rve miſcarried— 
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Mr. Ks is ſo happy, I find, as to win her,, 
0 He's a man of great fortune“ Now, as I'm a ſinner, 


% Mr, TALBOY, tis monſtrous!“ “ Miſs Muſ. I declare 


Here's a vaſt deal of fun to be Teen at this Fair! 
I thought, with the ladies, the Fair vaſtly funny— 
I had raffled with them too, and loſt all my money ; 
80 J weat back ts Eltibridge; and wrote you this letter, 
For which you muſt own yourſelf greatly my debtor, 
TIMMY STRAIGHTFORWARD. 
Cambriage, Sin 24, 1780. | 
P. S. Juſt to Newer my a mother, I've ſkill at invention, 
And to ſhew for the Laxoqant place my pretenſion, 
I've inclos'd you ãn Ode, which I hope now will pleaſe you 3 
But if not—why 'twill be the laſt time I ſhall teize you. 
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* 3 : : "— 4” —O 
— + . - 4 1 


Inpatient waiting for the . ſound * 
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Of Fate's dread ſummons to * bis woes, 


The weary mortal throws his eyes around, e 


8 1 


And begs that ed his wretched life mays cloſe. 
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On ſharp Afliion' 8 * bed 


Diltreſi. 8 be gaſping ny 


Diſeaſe ſtill hovere wer his bead, N 
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The pangs of Poverty Siſta his foul ? 


Tormenting horrors through his ſpirits roll! 


| Scarce able Life's s aliting weight to bear, P77 


He mourns, he pines, he lingers with deſpair! 
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Who ſhall relieye the wretch's care ? 


What heart-reviving friend is near, 
To calm the tumult in his breaſt, 


And huſh his troubles into reſt ? 


A ſtream of anguiſh burſts thraugh rocks of ſighs, 
His heart o'erwhelms, and drowns his care-ſhrunk cheek, 
Whilſt murm'ring torrents, which ſucceſſive riſe, 


The torture of his ſoul beſpeak. 


, l weeps not long in vain, 
For Piry warms the human breaſt! 
The pearly bleſling ſtarting from ber eye 
Lulls into peace the melancholy ſigh; 
1 celeſtial maid, | 
Extends her en et aid, 
Przury relieves where PEN UR v oppreſt, 
And CHARITY alleviates the pain 
our | 4 „ 5 Rouze, 


| | | Lu 4 
Rouze, then, to ſongs of grate ſul joy ; 
The ſleeping lyre's ie ſtring i 
Extend your voices through the yielding ſky, 
| A And make th' enrapturs heavens ring! 
Awake the harp ! Attune the Jute! 


Breathe in ſoft ſtrains the melting flute ! 


We'll ſwell the choir till Heaven's high concave rings 


With ecchoing praiſes to the KING OF, KINGS ! 


